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FRIDAY,   JUNE   10,   1994 


Rare  Faculty 


I  have  often  thought  that  Selwyn  House  would  endure  unchanged 
beyond  my  teaching.  The  school  is  almost  a  century  old,  after 
all,  and  its  public  reputation  —  despite  the  recent  counterfeit 
ranking  of  private  schools  in  The  Gazette  —  is  solid.  Our 
'mathletes'  and  writers  continue  to  win  accolades  in  provincial 
contests,  and  the  GMAA  awarded  us  its  highest  recognition  for  a 
second  year  running. 

But  tJie  Selwyn  House  I've  known  is  changing.  For  one  thing, 
the  school  I  joined  in  1984  is  changing  its  staff.  Common  as  is  such 
movement  in  business,  my  Selwyn  is  a  school  forever  directed  by 
Rob  Wearing,  forever  civilized  by  Byron  Harker,  and  where  Tom 
Nicoll,  hauling  his  eyebrows  in  the  history  room,  turns  miscreants 
gelatinous  with  fear.  It  is  a  school  in  which  a  querulous  disdain  for 
our  official  self  conceals  an  unassuming  esprit  de  corps.  It  is  a 
school  in  which  our  smallness  belies  an  aspiring,  competitivejunior 
sports  program,  so  that  Jamin  Kemer's  hat-trick  or  Chris  Gayton's 
high-kneed  running  owes  a  debt  to  the  skating  class  or  gym  class  of 
David  Cude,  or  Mike  Maurovich.  David  Cude  himself  never 
changes. 

When  celebrities  like  Jacqueline  Onassis  pass  on,  the  public  is  often  surprised  by  how  avidly  we  count  such  luminaries 
extended  family.  So  it  is  witli  the  decampments  of  Geoff  Dowd  and  Jim  Willett.  Jim  I've  worked  with  intimately  these  past  six 
years,  and  Geoff  much  less,  but  each  man's  vacancy  diminishes  the  island  I  call  my  work;  the  bell  tolls  for  me. 

Jim  Willett  arrived  at  Selwyn  House  in  the  late  eigjities.  Among  our  shared  keepsakes  (  believe  me,  not  material ),  the  two 
of  us  coached  what  may  have  been  the  finest  bantam  hockey  team  to  exist  here.  That  team  iced  Jamin  Kemer  and  Blair  Pattee 
as  forwards,  Dave  Haimson  in  nets,  John  Brady  and  Mike  Lenczner  and  Ben  Wearing.  I  recall  with  perfect  clarity  that  season's 
apogee  —  our  triple-overtime  loss  to  Jean-Eudes.  High  over  Brady's  helmet,  the  darkened  stands  of  an  alien  arena  contain  the 
usual  parents.  Blair  Pattee  recoils  to  shoot,  and  Jim,  to  my  right,  chides  Pearson  for  not  playing  the  body.  That  afternoon  our 
seniors,  captained  by  Mark  Spence,  win  the  school's  first  senior  title,  but  we  motor  back  to  Selwyn  no  less  victorious,  no  less 
aware  that  for  a  sweet  three  hours  these  wonderful  kids  have  known  the  real  thing.  Jim  takes  with  him  that  game. 

Geoff  Dowd  removes  with  other  memories.  Chief  among  them,  for  me,  is  Geoff  in  our  wintry  office,  after  teaching  Julius 
Caesar  or  Macbeth,  expostulating  wildly  in  Shakespearese.  Simply  put,  Geoff  introduced  me  —  and  his  students  —  to  the 
comedic  potential  of  Shakespeare.  No  utterance  was  free  of  Geoff's  irony,  no  communication  literal.  I  recall  conversing 
through  nothing  but  double-entendres  for  minutes  at  a  time,  and  content  was  that  man  who  could  dismiss  the  other  in  foreign 
company  with  the  patronizing  phrasing  of  Augustus  Caesar:  "This  is  a  slight  man,  /  Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands."  Good  days. 

Early  in  his  novel  A  Separate  Peace.  John  Knowles  rues  the  passage  of  his  teens  and  early  manhood.  "Everyone  has  a 
moment  in  history  that  belongs  essentially  to  him,"  he  writes.  "It  is  the  moment  when  his  emotions  achieve  their  most 
powerful  sway  over  him,  and  afterward  when  you  say  to  this  person  "the  world  today"  or  "life"  or  "reality"  he  will  assume  that 
you  mean  this  moment,  even  if  it  is  fifty  years  past."  For  me  ,  this  moment  at  Selwyn  House  is  an  impossible  confluence  of 

these  two  fine  teachers.  My  school  has  changed. 

•  Pat  Shannon 
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Predestined  Alienation 

The  Red  Room  was  sizzling  during  the  Grade  10  Preparatory  English  Exam.  On  a  hot  Tuesday  afternoon,  we,  the  students, 
were  watching  a  Barbara  Walters  documentary  about  the  life  and  death  of  Amy  Biehl,  the  Stanford  exchange  student  to 
South  Africa  who,  several  weeks  ago,  was  stabbed  to  death  by  natives  while  passing  through  a  black  settlement  in  her 
automobile.  She  was  studying  political  science  at  a  university  near  Cape  Town.  A  supporter  of  the  black  movements  run  by 
Mandela  and  Hani,  she  was  a  faitliful  civil  rights  activist  in  both  America  and  South  Africa  for  years.  That  her  murderers  were 
black  -  the  very  group  she  protected  --  was  tragic  in  itself. 

Following  her  funeral  in  America,  Amy's  parents,  siblings,  and  boyfriend  traveled  together  to  South  Africa,  hoping  to  put  any 
demons  to  rest.  Once  in  Africa,  tiie  land  which  proved  so  important  to  Amy,  the  family  understood  why  the  plight  of  the 
oppressed  black  in  South  Africa  had  been  central  in  Amy's  life.  Walking  down  the  streets  of  Cape  Town,  witnessing  the  protests, 
shaking  hands  with  Mandela  --  Amy's  role  model  --  and  visiting  the  black  settlements  proved  to  be  most  unsettling  for  this  upper- 
middle  class  American  family.  The  poverty,  the  hunger,  and  the  oppression  were  all  too  much  for  the  Biehls  to  handle.  The  entire 
experience  made  them  feel  sick  to  their  stomachs;  some  were  not  sure  they  could  continue  their  visit. 

The  one  aspect  of  their  trip  which  turned  out  to  be  the  most  emotional,  though,  was  visiting  Amy's  place  of  death.  On  a  main 
road,  surrounded  by  houses  occupied  by  blacks.  Amy  had  been  killed  by  a  dozen  black  men,  simply  because  of  her  skin  color.  As 
the  family  gathered  around  the  spot  where  Amy  had  died,  they  looked  up,  beyond  the  sea  of  reporters,  up  to  the  homes  of  the 
blacks.  From  these  bantam,  rotted  houses,  hid  hundreds  of  witnessing  eyes,  observing  passively  as  the  family  laid  flowers  on  the 
side  of  the  road.  How  could  hey  just  stand  there  and  not  do  anything  to  help  Amy,  the  family  thought.  Obviously  these  same 
people  had  looked  on  as  my  daughter  died,  Mr.  Biehl  realized  as  the  blacks  watched  the  supposedly  private  ceremony.  The  Biehls 
were  now  more  angry  than  sad,  for  they  knew  that  hundreds  of  people  witnessed  the  death  of  Amy  without  helping  while  she 
would  have  died  to  help  any  one  of  tliem. 

The  killers  had  not  cared  to  know  what  kind  of  person  Amy  was.  Quite  simply,  Amy  Biehl  was  white;  Afrikaners  had 
oppressed  the  blacks  for  decades  and  so  now  all  whites  had  to  pay.  This  wanton  aggression  is  scorned  by  many  people  around  the 
globe  today,  including  Nelson  Mandela,  who  looks  not  to  revenge  but  to  peace  as  a  solution  to  the  never-ending  conflict  in  South 
Africa.  Alienation  from  white  society  is  what  created  this  hate  which  festers  in  the  black  South  African  community.  The 
ignorance  which  helped  to  cause  the  death  of  Amy  Biehl  was  similarly  created  by  this  alienation. 

R.  D.  Laing  once  said,  "We  are  bom  into  a  world  where  alienation  awaits  us."  No  saying  could  have  more  significance  in 
South  Africa. 1  society  than  his.  In  1707  Dutch  settlers  landed  in  southern  Africa  and  called  themselves  Afrikaners.  The  migrants 
wanted  to  rule  their  own  land  and  to  prosper  through  trade  and  industry.  They  soon  developed  a  monopoly  over  both  business  and 
politics  in  the  newly  formed  South  Africa.  However,  the  purely  white  Afrikaners  saw  the  blacks  as  both  threats  and  as  genetically 
tainted  animals.  The  leaders  agreed  to  place  the  blacks  in  discrete  townships  from  the  white  cities.  The  young  were  to  be 
educated  enough  to  perform  menial  jobs  and  to  serve  the  nation  as  slaves  to  the  white  race.  The  living  conditions  for  the  blacks 
were  abominable;  houses  -  made  of  broken  pieces  of  timber  and  stone  --  lacked  running  water  and  baths.  Food  was  not  easily 
acquired.  Dozens  of  young  and  old  blacks  died  weekly,  simply  from  dehydration  or  starvation.  The  United  Nations  declared 
apartheid  --  the  name  for  the  South  African  situation  --  a  crime  against  humanity.  But  it  was  only  in  recent  years  that  apartheid 
-has  supposedly  been  abolished  as  a  national  policy  in  aSouth  Africa.  That  does  not  mean,  however,  that  blacks  are  as  free  as- 
whites  in  the  nation;  the  law  may  declare  them  equal  but  society  considers  blacks  just  as  inferior  as  they  did  in  previous  decades. 

The  black  history  in  South  Africa  creates  a  sense  of  alienation  among  the  black  race.  They  have  never  been  treated  fairly  by 
the  white  Afrikaner.  A  white  man  had  never  stood  up  for  the  black's  rights  in  South  Africa.  Thus  why  should  blacks  treat  Amy 
Biehl  any  differently  than  their  Afrikaner  oppressors?  The  difference  to  Westerners  is  obvious:  Amy  Biehl  spent  most  of  her  short 
life  struggling  with  the  black  South  African,  standing  with  Madela's  and  Hani's  followers  for  peace  among  the  South  African 
population.  Yet  alienation  has  created  ignorance  among  the  back  race,  such  that  they  could  not  look  at  a  white  person  they  are 
murdering  to  see  who  they  are  inside,  to  realize  the  support  that  their  victim  gave  to  their  struggle.  Can  one  truly  blame  them? 

Surely  murder  is  a  solution  for  neither  oppression  nor  a  person's  hatred  and  fear  of  his  antagonizer.  However,  one  must 
understand  the  history  of  the  black  South  Africans  and  the  true  neccessity  of  their  plight  for  freedom  to  see  why  they  killed  the 
sympathetic  Amy  Biehl.  It  is  neither  their  cruelty  nor  vemgeance  which  drove  them  to  kill  this  innocent  girl.  Rather  it  was  the 
alienation  cause  by  apartheid,  an  alienation  that  thousands  of  blacks  are  bom  into  every  year.  How  tragic  for  a  nation  that  it  must 
endure  such  horrors  each  day,  and  how  tragic  for  a  worid  that  it  must  lose  yet  another  priceless  human  being  by  oppression. 

•  Adam  Ginter 
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NEXUS'  INDEX 

Amount  of  peanut  butter  smeared  on  Nick  Kaulbach's  locker,  in  grams  :  11 

Amount  of  peanut  butter  still  on  Nick  Kaulbach's  locker,  one  month  later:  11 

Number  of  Government  required  economics  classes  missed  due  to  motivational  speakers  in  the  months  of  April  and  May  :  3 

Number  of  Selwyn  House  Students  actually  motivated  by  motivational  speakers  :  0 

Number  of  1  -  800  numbers  dialled  by  Dan  Roller  from  the  phone  near  the  chemistry  lab  :  9 

Percentage  of  actual  nerds  in  the  Nerd  Soccer  League  :  21.3 

Percentage  of  NSL  members  who  believe  Mike  Lenczner's  dubious  claim  to  having  invented  the  League's  official  name  : 

9.5 

Number  of  limes  students  were  late  for  class  due  to  NSL  overtimes  :  26 

Ratio  of  Art  classes  attended  to  Art  classes  missed  by  Sriram  Kirshnam  :  2:3 

Average  number  of  times  Mr.  Nicoll  says  "For  all  intents  and  purposes..."  every  History  class  :  14 

Average  number  of  times  Mr.  Nicoll  says  "In  the  final  analysis..."  every  History  class  :  8 

Average  number  of  times  Mr.  Nincheri  says  "Okay"  every  Geography  class  :  84 

Number  of  students  to  pass  out  due  to  substance  abuse  at  the  Spring  Ball  in  the  last  decade  :  1 

Number  of  bottles  of  beer  one  can  expect  to  find  in  the  coaches'  fridge  at  any  given  time  :  7 

Number  of  limes  the  previous  day's  main  course  re-appears  in  the  soup,  expressed  as  a  weekly  average:  4 

Number  of  people  who  love  Tim  Martoni  :  5  billion 

Estimated  number  of  beers  consumed  at  Matt  Beckerleg's  country  party  :  308 

Number  of  people  who  threw  up  at  Matt  Beckerleg's  country  party  :  1 

Number  of  first  time  drinkers  at  Grad  :  3 

Number  of  non-drinkers  at  Grad  :  3 

Number  of  times  Mike  Lenczner  eats  his  lunch  in  English  class,  expressed  as  a  weekly  average  :  3 

Retention  of  Mr.  Shannon's  "Words  of  the  Day",  based  on  a  scale  of  1  to  10  (  not  including  Pat  Brown  ) ;  3.6 

Percentage  of  Matt  Beckerleg's  jokes  that  Matt  Beckerleg  finds  absolutely  hilarious  :  100 

Chances  that  Dave  Drury  will  change  his  first  name  to  "Boy"  :  3/5 

Number  of  new  species  evolved  in  Pat  Brown's  hair  :  6 

Number  of  smiles  from  Pierre  Covo  during  formal  Grad  :  0 

Approximate  number  of  litres  of  saliva  sprayed  by  Dave  Haber,  expressed  as  a  weekly  average  :  2 

Percentage  of  Tyler  Cavell's  jokes  in  English  class  that  bomb  :  86 

Number  of  times  Mr.  Glasspoole  has  been  mistaken  for  Rick  Moranis  :  7 

Number  of  times  Mr.  Wearing  "checks  up  on"  the  rear  parking  lot,  expressed  as  a  daily  average  :  5 

Percentage  of  Ms.  Biggs'  sentences  that  end  in  a  crescendo  :  98 

Number  of  obedient  minions  in  Sriram  Kirshnam's  cult  at  Selwyn  House  :  6 

Rank  of  "Gag-Wood"  on  the  list  of  "Great  Gags"  pulled  at  Grad  :  1 

Number  of  aliens  posing  as  Selwyn  House  students  :  0 

Estimated  change  in  height  of  Mr.  Nicoll's  eyebrows  during  mid-glare,  expressed  in  em's  :  +  3.5 

Percentage  of  things  in  JJ  Wakrat's  world  that  "Rock  so  wicked  hard  awesomely,  dude"  :  50 

Percentage  of  things  in  JJ  wakrat's  world  that  "Suck  so  totally  rude  to  the  max,  man"  :  50 

Estimated  percentage  of  people  reading  this  who  will  be  at  least  mildly  amused  :  23.8 
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Playing  the  grunge  role... 

Most  who  read  this  article  have  a  decent  idea  of  what  "grunge",  a  sub-culture  of  society,  is. 
Some  qualify  it  as  an  attitude;  a  state  of  mind.  Some  see  it  as  a  plea  for  help  from  a 
sturggling  generation.  No  doubt  that  teh  moth  eaten  jeans  and  winter  tuques  represent 
something.  The  "Seatttle  look"  is,  in  essence,  a  satire  of  their  parent's  generation.  In  their  music, 
clothes,  and  lifestyles,  "grungies"  consistently  mock  the  baby  boom  generation,  as  they  build  a 
silent  revolution. 

It  is  almost  impossible  to  not  identify  with  Seattle  rock.  Born  from  punk  rock  and  alternative 
roots,  Seattle  rock  is  all  over  the  radio  waves,  Musique  Plus,  and  H.M.V.  The  singers  are 
malnourished,  p[oor,  bohemian,  and  smoking  a  cigarette.  In  their  poses  on  stage,  most  convey  a 
desperate  image.  They  wail,  as  if  calling  for  help,  or  they  hunch  over,  as  if  exhausted  with  life. 
Concerts  become  productions;  the  performers  act  to  an  audience.  The  complete  popularity  of 
Seattle  rock  can  be  attributed  to  the  messages  in  the  music.  Their  songes  understand  the  problems 
of  the  audience.  The  communication  is  unbelievable  strong.  The  audience  is  united  in  emotion;  they 
can  share  their  problems.  Concert  clubs  become  temples,  and  represent  somewhat  of  a  clubhouse, 
where  patrons  are  welcomed  with  a  drink,  hours  of  good  music,  and  heartfelt  conversation.  They 
make  fun  of  the  image  of  their  parent's  geneartion.  They  parade  the  style  of  the  '60's,  completely 
satirizing  the  stupidity  of  8  inch  lapels  and  bell-bottoms.  Bitter  about  being  left  without  an  ozone 
layer,  the  federal  deficit,  and  nuclear  war,  bands  play  songs  a  obout  the  treachery  of  capitalism  or 
Republicans.  Their  scene  is  catchy.  It  is  inviting  and  comfortable.  The  fire  is  spreading,  and  the 
popularity  and  fanfare  is  on  the  rise.  They  are  spear  heading  a  movement  that  is  making  history  and 
taking  over  society. 

Clothes,  throughout  history,  have  been  a  direct  representation  of  their  owners.  They  reflect  class, 
style,  prestige,  and  personality.  The  grunge  look  defies  that  tradition.  The  look  is  dirty  and  worn, 
convenient  and  sacred.  The  image  simply  projects  the  attitude  of  contempt  for  social  standards, 
classe,.,  and  rules.  It  also  portrays  the  desperateness  of  their  poverty  consumed  lives.  Worn  flannel 
shirts  and  prous  jeans  are  all  icons  of  a  powerful  cultural  revolution  that  will  shape  our  future. 

In  movies  like  "singles  and  "Reality  Bites"  we've  all  seen  geneation  "x"  epitomized.  Mornings 
consist  of  long  caft!-au-laits  in  a  smoky  coffeehouse.  Aftternoons  are  spent  either  at  a  community 
college  or  pounding  the  pavement  looking  for  a  job,  or  taking  a  nape.  Nightimes  are  for  partying, 
dancing,  and  narcotics.  The  entire  daily  routine  is  a  complete  denial  and  disapproval  of  the  business 
day  or  bed  times.  Sex  is  not  the  craze  that  it  was  in  the  seventies.  Love  comes  and  goes  like 
roommates  and  sex  seems  to  be  a  formality.  Jobs  come  and  go;  so  do  philosophies  and  boycottings. 
It  is  a  generation  protestation  of  a  corrupt  society  controlled  by  old,  white  businessmen. 

In  Montreal,  this  movement  is  lead  by  bands  like  Slaves  on  Dope,  Goldfish,  and  the  Doughboys. 
These  are  our  politicians  and  representative.  They  have  a  brilliant  control  over  the  path  oof  a 
culture  of  millions.  Thankfully,  most  of  them  are  doing  a  good  job.  I  admit  that  I  like  the  music  and 
scene  of  the  grunge  era,  as  most  do.  Whether  or  not  the  message  of  the  movement  is  satirizing  their 
predecessors,  it  is  inevitable  that  all  of  our  lives  will  be  somehow  affected  by  this  movement.  The 
'60's  started  off  on  one  street  corner  in  San  Francisco,  or  in  one  basement,  or  on  one  acid  trip. 

•  David  Haber 


